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For fure I fee, much fenfe therof enfues.
I feeme to fee (my Lord) that lechers lull,
Procures the plague, and vengaunce of the hlgheft,
I may not fay, but God is good and iufl,
Although he fcourge the furdeft for the nigheft:
The fathers fault lights fometime on the fonne,
Yea foure difcents it beares the burden ftil,
Whereby it falles (when vaine delight is done)
That dole fteppes in and wields the world at wil.
O whoredom, whoredome, hope for no good happe,
The bell is bad that lights on lechery
And (al wel weyed) he fits in Fortunes lappe,
Which feeles no lharper fcourge than beggery.
You princes peeres, you comely courting knights,
Which vfe al arte to marre the maidens mindes,
Which win al dames with baite of fonde delights,
Which bewtie force, to loofe what bountie bindes :
Thinke on the fcourge that N'emefis doth beare,
Remember this, that God (although he winke)
Doth fee al finnes that euer fecret were.
(Vce wbis) then which flill in. fmne do linke.
Gods mercy lends you brydles for delire,
Hold backe betime, for feare you catch a foyle,
The flelh may fpurre to euerlafting fire,
But fure, that horfe which tyreth like a roile.
And lothes the griefe of his forgalded fides,
Is better, much than is the harbrainde colte
Which headlong runnes and for no bridle bydes,
But huntes for fmne in euery Ml and holte.
He which is fmgle, let him fpare to fpil
The flowre of force, which makes a famous man:
Lellwhen he comes to matrimonies will,
His fyneft graine be burnt, and ful of branne.
He that is yokte and hath a wedded wife,
Be wel content with that which may fuffyfe,
And (were no God) yet feare of worldly ftrife
Might make him lothe the bed where Lays lies :
For though Pandyons daughter Progne Ihee,
Were fo transforrnde into a fethered foule,